' flash and glow on ' ''Stings- Brow^ and my snow-cold
Ooze is Lovers life-blood,

4.nd I wander over the   Warns  of Time,   where   the
World-wrack drifts in my Silver Flood.



And the moonflowers hear^ on the far blue Mere
Where only the 'wild swans go,

What the Great God whispers into the ean
Of the Daughter of the Snow/.